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THE SEEING OF GHOSTS

visions or tiic departed may
REALLY II n I1EFOHE LS.

lint They Are Viwlona Merely, Crea-
tion of Onr Oun Minds, Not

Spirits of the Dead.

A BELOVED MOTHER'S GHOST

IT APPEAR CD VIVIDLY TWELVE
TI31ES TO A SORROWING SOX.

Other Experience Shovrlnnr That the
Specters Are Conjured L'p hy

Intfne Mental Processes.

Corresrndnee cf the Indianapolis Journal.
VIENNA. May 25. Don't ridicule the

man. or woman, who claims to have seen
ghests for, while there may be no ghosts.
one may see ghosts may see them and j

talk to them, and pet and love them I
have done it myself.

Ten years ago my mother died. We had
loved each other dearly friends called us
"the inseparables." So fond of me was
she that when I went to' college she broke
up her home to follow m to the big city,
keep houe for me, care for me. and assist
me In my studies, for this was a wise and
ambitious mother.

All her evenings were devoted to.llterary
work. She burned the midnight oil to
help pay for my education. When through,
ehe-- usually crept In where I was sleeping
to see whether everything was right, the
window-- open, but not too far, the little
wax-lig- ht aflame in the glass where a
small quantity of oil floated on a larger
bit of water.

And after arranging my linen and my
Clothes for the morning, she. used to sit
down by the bed and listen to my breath
ing. Often when I awoke, I saw her eyes
rest on my face with tender care.

Of course when I grew to man's estate
professional duties put a stop to the Idyl.
Drawing away from childhood habits,
these customs were gradually shelved and
In the end almost forgotten.

But when mother was dead all came back
to me. her kindly attentions, her acts of
self-sacriPc- e, her enduring love. The fu-

neral of th dear one put me to a heavy
mental and physical strain ami when, late
in the night, I went to bed I was thorough-
ly exhausted ami cried with grief and ner-
vousness As I got into bed. I thought
over ami over again: "Poor boy that I
am, no mother to love and care for me,
no one to pet mo as I lay myself down to
sleep."

I do not think I rem ir.ed awake for any
length of time. I dreamed that once more
I .waa A. student in that biz, strange univer-
sity town, and that mother was walking
with me in the neighboring forest, of which
wc knew every nook and corner. The
mother of tho.oe bygone days was young
and pretty and healthy and n war. the cen-

tral figure of my dream. Ah. Irw glad I
was I had found her a In. Sh talked as
usual, and gave much t .i advice, as
mothers are wont to do. We enjoyed each
other's company for many hours; It may
have been only for the infinitesimal part of
a second according to dream laws, but I
thought it an eternity of Joy.

A SFDDEN AWAKENING.
But suddenly I was overcome by the

recollejtloi hat mother was dead. I looked
up to her and before I knew what I t is
doing, said: "I thought I burled you this
afternoon; was that a dream or Is this?"

As I pronounced the words, her face fell,
the smile playing around her lips vanished,
her whole aspect changed. She looked
twenty years older and her face was now
deadly pale.

Seeing this I awoke with a start. If my
body had been plunged into Ice cold water
I could not have been more awake than I
was. And there, before me. In the mild
light of the waxen taper, sat mother at the
foot of the bed. as she was wont to do in
days gone by. And as of old. those mild,
bic. dreamy eyes rested on me with tender
attention.

There was no delusion. I am positive of
that. I was a3 completely awake as one
can be. - et the specter did not frighten me
In the kv.st. On the contrary, I liked Its
presence and responded to its tender gaze
with eyes full of joyous tears.

"The dead." argued my mind, trained in
reience. "the dead don't rise, but loving re-

membrance often recalls them to their
former sphere."

My mother's ghost, still clothed in the
garb she wore in life, appeared to me
twelve times, all told.

After her first visit. I waited several
months In vain. awakening at certain
hours in the night to look for the dear
woman. At the end of the third month
she came again, repeating her visits, there-
after. In longer or shorter Intervals.

Two years after her death I saw my
mother for the last time. As on all for-
mer occasions. It was night. I was speed-
ing towards the Italian frontier in a pri-

vate railway carriage. I had the carriage
I1 to myself, for, being unable to sleep

on the train, I never make use of the
sleeping car, and, instead, bribe the con-

ductor to Rive me a whole carriage to my-

self.
I had stretched out on cne of the up-

holstered benches at full length, weighing
in mind some scientific problem while my
eyes were closed. When, after half an
hour or so, I opened them suddenly, I
noticed my mother seated at my feet. The
upper part of her body was bent towards
me. her eyes sought mine, her attitude
was that of the listener.

Tili: MOTHER APPEARED.
I could distinguish every feature, for

the light at the ceiling shone with unu-tu- al

brightness, the train having only just
started. I didn't move, but after gazing
t:pon the beloved figure for some time,
closed my eyes again, thinking of her and
of the many pleasant years we had spent
together. To make sure that I was fully
awake, though. I pressed the button of
my repeating watch. 12;30. After a while
I consulted the watch again; 1:15. and the
fpectre still there, immovable, mild, life-

like.
Three-qx;arte- rs of an hour later by the

clock I opened my eyes for a third time
and there was mother as I had seen her
before, in dream and life. Rut es I was
going to make certain and arise, the spec-

tre faded away never to return. My fan-
tasy was never strong enough thereafter to
conjure up the dear woman.

Many who read this will undoubtedly
iay: "Ho dreamed with his eyes open." I
deny that I did with all emphasis. On all

the twelve occasions mentioned I was fully
awake no deception possible, upon my
word as a man.

Here Is another ghost story founded on
facts: Some little time ago thre died in
Vienna an old friend of mine, Madame Von
Maytner. better known under her nom de
plume, "Marguerite Halm." She was an
eccentric woman, full of heaven-5tormir.- g

Ideas, her mind freighted with thoughts
for which she didn't always find clear and
concise expression according to accepted '

notions. However, I understood her and
appreciated her as a brave, intellectual and
good-hearte- d woman.

One day In the summer of 13 I hap-
pened to pass through Graz, where she was
then living, and not having seen her for
some time, made an unceremonious call. I
found her in a state bordering on col-
lapse; she had aged ten years since our
last meeting. Her youngest son. her fa-

vorite, was dead that explained every-
thing.

When I said good-by- e 5he begged me to
come again before leaving Graz. "But not
between 5 and 6," she cried quickly, "that
is my son's visiting hour."

"Which of the boys Is living In Graz?"
"None is living here it is my favorite

whom I expect, my youngest."
I looked up in astonishment. A ghost

in broad daylight!
"Don't think that I am mad," pleaded

Madame Von Maytner, "I know that there
Is no such thing as rising from the dead,
but, nevertheless, I see my son daily. I
must see him, I do see him, and talk with
him. It Is such a consolation to me."

Well, I understood my poor friend, but
her neighbors did not. Her physician, par-
ticularly, instead of putting himself in a
grieving mother's place, let cold reasoning
get the better of his power of diagnosis.
Stirred up by the neighbors, he committed
Madame Von Maytner to an insane asylum
from which her eldest son rescued her with
difficulty after a prolonged struggle.

Saw a Dead Friend. Here is another
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society recently Weeks, wealthy
and belle, married

experience of my own: Michael Etienne,
the great editor of the Neue Freie Presse

dead. A wise, kindly, generous
jovial man he had been, for. though stren-
uous and even terrible in anger, his dis-
position was that of a child.

As one of his nearest friends I sat up
with the body the before the funeral
until 1 o'clock In the morning mem-
bers of too editorial staff relieved me. The
body was lying in state, in a large hall
appropriately draped lighted. I sat
at the foot end, gazins upon my dead
friend's characteristic face bore the
usual aspect of jovial satisfaction. Indeed,
It looked as If Ftiennc had lain down to
sleep after a hard and as if
this sleep gave him no end of pleasure.

After being relieved I went to the
Presse office to fetch away a roll of man-
uscript from Etienne's his wife had
asked me to do her that service. It was
1:43 o'clock a. m. when I entered the late
editor's room holding a lighted candle in
my hand, which, of course, lit only

of the vast apartment.
I walked in with care to avoid coming

In contact with the furniture. I saw un-
friend sitting in the great fauteuil behind
his writing- - desk that stood between the
two windows.

looked as life-lik- e as ever in his best
days the type of a healthy, prosperous,
good-nature- d, blonde Teuton. Hundreds ot
times I had him there, his ample
limbs generously disposed, his head thrown
back, his chest out, left hand retting on

arm of the chair, the right grasping the
inevitable blue pencil. And the good-nature- d

made so many friends
for him was in evidence, too. It seemed
to invite me to come nearer.

I should interpolate here that I am
somewhat short-sighte- d if the had
really been in his chair I might have been
physically debarred from making the

observations above recorded. As it
I every feature, every wrinkle

and line in that face.
I stopped in my tracks, the surprise was

too much, but after a moment or two ap-

proached fearlessly; I had had some ex-

perience, you know.
Michael continued to regard me smiling-

ly, complacently; if this was a ghost he
was of a most pleasant sort. Another
step and yet another. When I was near
enough to touch the figure (if it was one)
it vanished.

mODARLE EXPLANATION.
I think this typical case. He member, I

had alone with the dead tor seveiul
hours the peaceful and pleasant aspect
of his face was still vivid in my mind
when I entered the editorial rooms. More-
over, on my way to the Presse oiTlce I

had thought only of Etienne. reflecting:
on the many happy and days'
years we spent together.

These thoughts and recollections, I be- -

lieve, created the picture of the man that
I saw with my physical eye.

The "how" is a question, which exact
science will solve or later. Certain
it is 'that mind and brain worked perfect
unison to conjure up what I did see.

For the rest I can only repeat: There are
no ghosts, yet we see them, at least some
of us do. I know many people who claim
to have seen ghosts, or what looked like
ghosts. All of them, like myself, of a
nervous disfor-Itio- and all possessed an
Imaginative mind. In addition, they were
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mostly religious men and women, who be-

lieved in after death. In heaven and
hell, in eternal joy and the opposite. Their
religious views seemed to emphasize their
belief In ghosts, indeed many assumed
that ghosts had a legitimate business here,
that of carrying news from the other world
to their friends on this. Ghosts warned and
encouraged them, prophesied evil and
brought good tidings.

Such, of course, are the sort of ghost
stories, that freethinkers laugh to scorn,
but to characterize them simply as lies
and superstitions will not do; for. if not all.
certainly a great many ghost stories are
founded on fact, as my experience
abundantly shows.

KARL VON THALER.

CHILDREN AND FLOWERS.
From their infancy children admire tbe

bright hues of the flowers. When they
become old enough to toddle, nothing gives
them such unbounded delight as the ruth-
less gathering of the choicest, blossoms of
the garden. Then when-the- y become old
enough to play," what a variety of pastimes
do the flowers provide!

There are the daisy chains, plaited and
twisted together until they resemble huge
cables of and gold. Then many a
fiery steed (impersonated by a small boy)
has been driven a most terrific pace with
a set cf harness made of Intertwined clover
blossoms. Then think 'of the diminutive
queens of May who have tottered under

COI,I,EGE STUDENT.

the load of early spring blossoms admir-
ing subjects have insisted upon their wear-
ing as coronets. Then, later in the season,
when four-o'cloc- ks bloom, what beautiful
crowns they when strung in varie-
gated patterns of bright color upon a long,
tough wisp of grass.

Then where is the child who has
made larkspur wreaths for bookmarks?
How beautifully they tit into each other
and curve into a circle.' And what ele-
gant necklaces they make when put to-
gether as a chain, each alternate link of
a different color!

And again, what a tierce contest is the
annual battle of the "Johnny-jump-ups- !"

In thfs sweet-scente- d warfare one child is
at the head of the white violet contingent
and the other at the head of the blues.
By hooking violet heads together and
jerking quickly, one or the other i sure
to come off and to be numbered with the
winner or loser of the opposite side. At
he end of a given time the holder of the

most heads wins the battle. r

In the days gone by what a wonderful
thing was dogfennel! What kite was ever
successfully flown on high without a proper
amount of dogfennel as ballast!' No other
plant would answer the purpose at all. It
must be dogfennel. P.ut now that we have

tailless kite, and the occupation of
eiogfenncl is gone (children could see no
other reason for its existence), it is rapidly
disappearing and becoming a thing of
past.

Then there is nature's perfect bv.bble pipe,
the "jimson" weed. And the snap dragon,
whoe facial contortions are a constant de-

light. And the overripe seed pods of the
tvueh-me-n- ot whose contortions when han-
dled are a pleasure only to be equaled , by
that derived from wearing them as ear-
rings after they are thus curled up.

Now, In addition to being most charm-
ing playthings, the flowers are foun-
dation upon much later knowledge
and accomplishment are built. The love of
them instills in the child's mind and heart
a desire for the study of botany. And
many an artist has begun a successful ca-

reer by rudely tinting pictures with color
from the pigments that nature provides in
the leaves and petals of her plants.

how Interestingly flowers and
plants foretell juvenile fortunes! Who has
not popped rose leave? on the hand In or-

der to learn if certain persons, named at
the time, loved the popper? Or blown dan-
delion puffs to see if he or she was wanted
at home? Or picked the petals of a daisy
to foretell the kind of sweetheart the fu-

ture had in store? Or swallowed four-le- af

clovers with a wish?
When we think about it. It is quite fit-

ting that children and flowers should be
5o closely united, for what could be more
similar in delicacy, frailty or beauty than
they? HARVEY PEAKE.

New Albany, Ind.

New York was astonished by the announcement that Cecilia a
helrees and Gerald Grout, a Columbia University student, had been over ayer ago. The young man will graduate from Columbia Medical College this month.
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ART STUDY IN NEW YORK

TWO INDIANAPOLIS BOYS TALK OF
BOHE-MIJ- ! A LIFE."

Took Room In n Tenement Home and
Lived on Little MoneyOne

Earned a Prixe.

It was after reading an Interesting book
on student life In Paris that Glenn Coleman
and Albert Matzke, two boys of this city,
decided to go to New York and live the
lives of Bohemians. It was not only to have
this experience that they left home, but
mainly to study art. Both of them were
students at the Manual Training High
School and received their first Instruction
in drawing from Otto Stark. Later they
worked on the art staff of one of the news-
papers. They have returned to this city
to spend the summer with their families.

They left the city with very little money
In their pockets and no knowledge what-
ever of the metropolis to which they were
going. They were determined to make their
own way through art school. When they
arrived in New York they had not the
least idea where .they would sleep that
night. The names of the streets were
unknown to them; they did not know
which way to go to look for rooms. They
found a furnished room that could be rent-
ed, after hunting until nightfall. They
stayed in this room, which was above a
cheap cafe, for a week.

A student from Virginia proposed to pool
with them, and they engaged three rooms
in a tenement house. The occupants of the
house were mostly Italians, and there were
a few Irish who knew no language but
their native tongue. The students were
glad to get rooms in such a place, for their
neighbors were good models for character
sketches, and, besides, it was an "experi-
ence," and that is what they were looking
for. As long as the neighbors did not stick
them in the back with a stiletto or hit them
with a brick, no more useful friends could
be found. All the woodwork and the big,
old-fa?hion- ed fireplace were painted white.
This made the surroundings seem much
brighter and cheered the boys, who then
set to work to make their rooms as artistic
as possible. A table was made out of
boxes. Barrels were cut out so that they
made comfortable chairs. A couch was
made by putting a mattress over two big
boxes. This was covered with an Oriental
colored cloth. The walls were covered with
samples of the boys work and the floor
was painted. The bare floor was rather
cold during the winter, but they did not
mind that. A piano was a valuable addition
to the studio. Durinj the coldest weather

; the studio was ? loaimg place for .other
students. They sit around the big fire-
place, played the piano and sang until their
eyelids began to set heavy.

A STKADY U1CT OF CABBAGE.
The boys were not overburdened with

food and they admit that they were hungry
at times. Their parents asked them In
every letter if any money was needed and
they always wrote back that monty was
not needed in New York. When they could
find no woil: in their line they posed in
other studios, thereby malir.g enough
money to buy a number of heads of cab-
bage v.l.ich they stewed in the kettle that
was sometimes used as a punch bowl. They
existed on cabbage for days at a time whin
work was "shy." In more prosperous weeks
they had some cereal for breakfast; cheese
and crackers for luncheon and for dinner,
if they have the money, they go to "The
Black Cat." a little French cafe where the
models generally congregate.

Everett Shinn. the well-know- n illustrator,
was a frequent visitors to the studio. He
pronounced the decorations very artistic.
He told the boys that it was not many
years ago when he was living the same life
that they were. He often invited them
out to his house to dine with him. When-
ever the girl students gave suppers the
boys drew lots to see which one should sit
closest to the server, for he was always
sure to get more to eat than the others.
One student who was Invited to a friend's
home for dinner told his host to pinch his
leg every time he thought he was going
to take too big a mouthful. The next
morning the student's leg was black and
blue in many places.

Matzke and Coleman were at the New-Yor- k

School of Art. The school is com-
posed of four large studios. The walls are
covered with pallet scrapings, prize pic-
tures and caricatures. The old students
are very hard on new-come- rs unless they
"set 'em up" the first day they enter
school. During the day they run around
the studio acting as though they are smell-
ing for new students. At night the lights
are turned out and water is thrown on the
new ones. Little work is done on the days
new pupils are initiated.

The Art Students' League and the New
York School of Art unite in giving semi-
annual masquerade balls. The costumes
worn are very elaborate. Another dance

UNITED STATES CONSUL
AYME.
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Louis H. Ayrae. tvno represents the United
States at Guadeloupe, West Indies. hs wen
much praise ty hla efforts to relieve those who
survived the eruption of Mont Pele?, Martinique,
lie organized the f.rst rli;f expedition to St.
Pierre. Mr. Ayme has been granted leave of
absenc and will com hom to recuperate.

that the students look forward to with a
great deal of pleasure is the one given
every year by the Society of American
Fakirs, which Is composed of students. This
society is a take-of-f on the Society of
American Artists. The dance programme
Is printed on a piece of cardboard a foot
square. On the bottom of the card is print-
ed a rule that any one failing to carry the
programme while dancing will be made to
leave the floor. Any one appearing In even-
ing dress Is made to pay 73 cents more
than the others. Each dancer strives to be
the. most ridiculous In act and dress. On
the same night pictures that the members
of the Society of American Artists have
made are burlesqued. The money made by
selling these pictures is put into the treas-
ury of the society to pay the expenses the
following year. A king is elected before
the dance. He has charge of the dance and
the sale. A Hungarian orchestra from one
of the restaurants furnishes the music.

It seems that Bohemian life does a stu-

dent good, for the Indianapolis boys show
Improvement in their work. Coleman was
given second honors In the Illustration
class. He had to compete with students
that had studied a number of years longer
than he. Coleman says that their expenses
Individually were from 55 to $S a week.
Both of the boys will return to the school
next fall.

IN THE GOSSIP'S CORNER.
About the time, last year, that there was

a revival of a certain historical tale of
biblical times it was related that a well-dress- ed

and scholarly-lookin- g young man
went Into a Chicago book store and told the
clerk who came forward that he was very
anxious to obtain a new book, the name of
which he could not remember, but It was
just out and was having a great run, and
it had been recommended to him very
highly. The obliging clerk repeated the

STATUE OF' FREDERICK THE GREAT.

famous the above

names of a large number of phenomenal
sellers, but evidently it was of
them.

"I have it," said the young man; "it is
Wait a Bit.'
The clerk didn't know a of that

but the young man insisted that
was it. The manager was called, and he,
too, disclaimeel knowledge of book calicd
"Wait a Bit." Finally asked the in-

quirer if he would know the book if he saw
it.

"Yes," was the reply; a large,
bright-re- d book, with a lot of gilding on
It."

The manager went to a shelf and took
down a copy of Dr. Croly's "Tarry, Thou,
Till I Come." It was the book wanted.

xxx
That is pretty good, but was par-

alleled the other day In Indianapolis. A
young man went into one of the leading
book stores and asked for a novel called

Scarlet Feather." The clerk assured
the querist that the house did not have it,
but the visitor insisted he had seen it ad-

vertised or shown in the One of
the flrm'wa? called, and he also declared
there was not such a book in the store.
Again the youns man expressed cer-

tainty Ining right. The dealer looked
over his shelves and. seeing a book that
he thought might be the wanted,
showed it to the customer, who took it and
departed. It was "Crimson Wing."

xxx
Warren H. Colson, of the New England

Stam'j Company, whese visit to Indian- -
La-ftoH-

:. last February will be remembered
by local philatelists, writes me a cheerful
letter Frankfort-am-2.Iai- n, Germany.
Bucine-F- in stamps has been good, and he
and Mr. Batcheldcr have been having a
good time between trader. Concerning the
stamp market in Taris he writes:

"Wc arrived in Paris on Sunday, and in
the afternoon I went to the Bourse. The
'Stamp Bourse' Is held on the corner the
Rue Marigny and Rue St. Gabriel in the
open air. There must have been 200

to 2Ö0 men. women and children there, buy-
ing and selling stamps. The Bourse has
greatly deteriorated, however, and other
than fairly good lot of stamps that a
regular dealer had there I didn't see any-
thing- decent at all. The very cheapest
sort of stuff formed the bulk."

She Is a passing pretty girl, and during
the recent cold spell her trim little
was off by a fetching red jacket. Slc
Irequently rides on an East Washington-stree- t

car, and one cold afternoon when the
car was badly crowded, as it usually is
about home-goin- g time, she stood for a lit-

tle white just inside the front entrance.
Then a woman across the way went out
the. front door and the girl with the tip- -

tilted ncse moved over to be with chum.
giving her scat to the Tuxedo miss. The
conductor had not yet taken up the fares.
and the woman who went out left two

transfer slips on the window ledge inside
the door. A husky young machinist got
aboard face and hands and clothes black
with the grime of the shops and stood be-

side the red Jacket. The conductor was
slowly making his way toward the front of
the car the machinist saw the trans-
fers. He calmly picked them up and as
calmly put his ticket back in his pocket.
The girl was taking a green ticket from
her pocketbook. The machinist shoved
transfer into her hand with a brief ex-

planation of its presence. She laughed and
blushed and looked hesitatingly from the
ticket one hand to the transfer in the
ether. Then, when the conductor was al-

most at hand, she put the ticket away and
tendered the yellow paper for her fare with
an effort to kep her face straight that was
a laughable failure. The machinist gave in
the other a pang, and the Indian-
apolis Street-railwa- y was out elght-and-a-thi- rd

cents. He got off at Noble street with
an encouraging "Might as well, y'know,"
and she alternately laughed and blushed all
the way to Tuxedo Park.

xxx
Having had occasion, recently, to look

through a number of statistical books for
information desired. I have been much Im-

pressed by the inaccuracies and incon-

sistencies of recognized standard works. I
found not only that they did not agree with
each other in dates assigned or statements
of fact, but ofttimes they did not agree
with themselves. For Instance, in one book
I found two separate dates assigned, sev-

eral times, to the same occurrence, in one
case the dates being a full year apart. In

instances the same act Is ascribed to
different persons, time and place being the
same. yet cases the Identical fact

is described as having radically different re-

sults. In many of the cases there is evi-

dence of caieless writing and yet more
careless revision and mechanical work, one
remarkable instance being the following:

"175, April 7; Paris The metre is made
.the legal unit of length and the base of the
metric system. It is the ten-million- th part
of the distance between the poles, and equal
to S.CVIS English feet."

If thlo were true, the circumference of the
earth would be only 12,427 miles (approx-
imately), instead of twice that many. So
much for the central fact or unfact. More-
over, the exact measure of a metre is one
ten-million- th part of the northern quadrant
of the meridian of Paris. No other meridian
was used in the original calculation, conse-
quently the metre must be based on that
meridian and that alone.

XXX
When I went to school we were taught

that the metre is CD. 37 (plus) inches long,
and that is the standard promulgated by
the Encyclopedia Britannlca. The other
authority puts it at 3.2S0S feet. Reduce this
to inches and make the necessary subtrac-
tion, and the result is a difference of four
len-thousand- of an inch (plus) in the
length of the metre. This is a very insig-
nificant item, but It amounts to 1.333 feet 4

Inches on the polar circumference of the
earth, plus as much more as the "plus" on
the C.37 inches in the metre, multiplied by
4').'f.ViO metres, the length of the polar cir-eumf- ert

nee.
x x y

So the question naturally arises: Where
are we to go for the exact truth when our
standard works of reference fail us?

THE GOSSIP.

Coi nr itleiiee.
Philadelphia Record.

A train of coincidences so extraordinary
as to seem incredible lately happened in a
well-know- n Overbrook family. The mem-
bers of the household were sitting at
breakfast one day last month when the
mother read aloud a newspaper to
the effect that a young man had ill
with typhoid fever at the residence of his
fiancee, and would be nursed by her there
for several weeks to come. The son and
daughter, who are both betrothed, laughed
heartily'at thlm. and their mother, to re-
buke them, said: "Look out. Something
similar n ay r.appen to you some day."
The daughter went the next week to visit
the parents of her intended husband in a
New Jersey village. She sprained her ankle
cn the day of her arrival and was kept
under the same roof with her fiance a
fortnight. The son went the following
week to Germantown to call on his in-

tended wife. He was conversing with her
In, the parlor when bang the drum of his
car burst, and he still lies In Germantown.
looked after tenderly by the young girl.

A Starter.
Baltimore American.

A Chicago publishing house announces a
book of Indiana poetry which will present
samples of the work of about two hundred
authors. This will be a start, anyway.

J : : ;
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.: : I )

The statue which Emperor William has promised to present to the United States will be a
duplicate-- of the statue of Frederick Great at Berlin, of which the is a photo-

graphic reproduction.
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THE HORSELESS AGE

HAS NOT Qt'ITK ARItlVED. BUT
seems to nn daw.mm;.

That I. Hnriri, Except for PIeure
DrhlnK. Are Mmt1) Mnklnjr

"Way for Elrotrlclty.

THE EDISON STORAGE BATTERY

IXVEXTOR SAY Si IT WILL nn CI1CAP
AM) GOOD FOR ALL ISLS.

He In Glvlnpr ?t the MoM Tliorongh
Tet on the Ilnnelimt of Xfw

Jerney Bonds.

Correyponder.ee cf the Indianapolis Journal.
NEW YORK, June 6. "With the cost of

an auto at rock-botto- m, about 11, the
horse must go for commercial purposes.
My storage electric battery will propel ev-

ery sortof vehicle, its usefulness is unlim-
ited. Its use will ultimately be extended
to trains and ships, but vehicles will re-

ceive the first attention," says Edison.
"Within half a dozen years from now,"

continued the wizard, "four-fifth- s of all
vehicles will be propelled by electricity.
This means the passing of the horse, clean-
er and healthier streets and Increased traf-
fic facilities. The city streets of the future,
I venture to predict, will easily accommo-
date four times as many wagons and peo-

ple as now.
"The retirement of the quadruped in

favor of an inanimate machine of superior
speed, and requiring a minimum of outlay
in care and cost, has been threatened In
the United States even since 1S05 or 1S3,
when John Stevens, of Hoboken, memo-
rialized the Legislature of New York urg-

ing the building of railroads "which would
permit locomotion at the rate of twenty to
thirty miles per hour, with the prospect
of Increasing to one hundred miles.

"When, twenty years later, Gridley Bry-

ant ran his pioneer steam cars over four
miles of "Iron ways," as rails were then
called, to connect his quarries In Qulncy,
Mass., with the nearest tide water, enthu-
siastic advocates of steam power predicted
that the days of the horse were numbered.
The fact that steam carriages were about
to take the places of mail coaches was ad-

duced as an additional Indication of prog-
ress in that respect.

THE OPPOSING ELEMENTS.
"But, lo, 'opposing interests' horse breed-

ers and owners, not to mention the sport-
ing fraternltj killed the early automobile
carriage undertaking. The very factor
that had given it birth, the railroads,
helped to bury it. Oliver Evans drove a
dredging machine by Its own steam through
the streets of Philadelphia in 1S04; in fZ
twenty-tw- o steam passenger coaches were
employed In and about London; but dur-
ing the following quarter of a century all
experiments of the kind were discontinued
and the horse once more held undisputed
sway in the streets and highways for pur-
poses of utility and pleasure.

"Next to the competition of the loco-

motive, and In a lesser degree, the unsuit-ablene- ss

of the roads, the early crude con-

struction of the automobile vehicle was re-

sponsible for its failure. The engines of all
the early types were not economical and
required constant supervision. The large
amount of fuel necessary to produce low
pressure and the cumbersomeness of the
whole affair tended to keep the speed be--
low the horse standard, though, of course,
the propelling power of the machine was
comparatively greater.

"Even in those days it needed but a per-

son of average intelligence to see that the
true motor vehicle, for passenger service,
must be little heavier than the ordinary
carriage, while the traction engine for
freight should not be more cumbersome
than the regulation wagon or cart. Ability
to start and stop instantly and to dispense
with a professional conductor is also requi-
site. A power vehicle built on those lines
makes not only the mare, but the horse
go. Such a one Edison seems to have in-

vented.
Speeding over the rough roads In the hills

of northern New Jersey are several auto-

mobiles, that the problem of transportation
by electric vehicle may be solved. "Each
is fitted with one of my new light storage
batteries," says the inventor, who con-

tinues: "There are heavy machines and
light machines, each of a different make.
Each of these machines is to run one hun-

dred miles every day until it has covered
5.000 miles. The roughest roads, those with
the most hills and ruts and crossings, are
preferred. We go at highest sped. making
no stops or slow downs except for cause. I
want to give the battery a test greater
than any that it will meet In actual use.

"The battery. I think, will run an auto-
mobile, over ordinary roads, F0 miles with-

out recharging. But, that there may be no
mistake, I shall keep up the experimenting
for several months."

A PROMISING OUTLOOE.
This looks encouraging. Eleatricity, or,

for that matter, any agency that will drive
the horse from the streets of our great
cities, should be welcomed, for horses are
the cause of much disease and unsanitary
conditions. Thrc are laws preventing citi-

zens from keeping certain domestic animals
within the city limits. The advance In
electricity will soon add the horse to the
prohibited list, along with pigs and cows.

Chauncey M. Depew said pointedly: "I
have given up anticipating what electricity
will do for us next, and when it will do it.
I Imagine that one fine morning we shall
wake up with apparatus ready to take U3

to our offices through the air. But. in spite
j of my full blief in the electric carriage."

he added. "I doubt whether the services
of the hor?e will ever be entirely dispensed
with. I cannot conceive our active Ameri-

cans adapting themselves to the pursuit of
pleasure in carriages moved by electrlcit,
or by any other kind of motor but the
horse. What has made the bleycl? so uni-

versally popular but the one fact that It
permits of action on the part of the rider
that it affords excitement? For similar
reasons the carriage horse will always have
friends and admirers; his style, action and
movement cannot be duplicated or Imi-

tated. As to the ordinary, every-da- y horte,
he is certainly doomed. The extent to
which electricity has discredited and re-

placed him is exemplified by the fact that
It no longer pays to breed horses that com-

mand a moderate rrlce only."
Already horse cars are a curiosity In any

but the smallest towns and villages of
America and in New York city. Thi is a
remarkable achievement, full of promisa
from a sanitary and commercial Btandpolat


